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other little sip of her beer and turning her head slowly round
so as to survey the room. "I've never been here before. It's
odd how you don't find the right places till you're with stran-
gers!"
Rendered incautious by his drinking No-man now looked
straight at Wizzie and made a mute and helpless appeal to her,
the sort of appeal a man makes when a situation is growing
totally beyond him.
"Are—the rooms—here—very—expensive ?" Wizzie mur-
mured in a low voice. "I've got ten shillings in my bag."
Confused and excited as he was No-man could not help
catching the expression of absolute astonishment with which
Thuella heard these words issuing from that pinched face with
its constrained frown. That she should refer to her ten shillings
was evidently as surprising as if she had suddenly spoken French.
"Just one minute," the tall girl cried, rising from the table.
"Don't decide anything for one second—I'll be back in a
jiffy!"
Thuella's appearance as she walked to the door must have
arrested the attention of a couple of elderly gentlemen, of the
country-squire type, who were drinking at the counter, for Dud,
who for all his eccentricities was morbidly sensitive to social
embarrassment, caught one of them whispering something to
the other, while they both glanced at him and Wizzie. "They
feel it's odd," he thought, "that the 'Venetian Post* should be
mixed up with such funny ones as Wizzie and me!"
He pushed the girl's scarce-tasted glass aside along with his
own empty one, jingling them clumsily together, and then
leaning heavily over the table he tried to address her in a tone
so low as to make it impossible that he should be overheard.
"We'll get off somewhere; only I've got to think a bit. But
I'll find a room somehow all right. I've a few shillings left,
and we'll certainly use your ten if we have to. It'll be all right,
my dear! Don't *ee mind too much. This waiting about is
awful. It's damnable. But you'll see! I'll get rid of her some-
how: put her in a taxi or something. It isn't far where she
lives."
The girl muttered something he found it difficult to catch.
"Say that again, Wizzie. I couldn't hear you."
"He—said—you'd—be better—buried under Pummery—than
to have me for your woman*"

